THE IRON PUDDLER

up with flags flying, riding across the country
on a jamboree.

"The blood-sucking parasites! The blear-
eyed barnacles!" yelled Comrade Banner-
man. He shook his fists at the plutocrats and
cursed until he made me sick. He was a tank-
town nut who didn't like to work; had built
up a theory that work was a curse and that
the "idle classes" had forced this curse on
the masses, of which he was one. He be-
lieved that all the classes had to do was to
clip coupons, cash them and ride around the
country in Pullman palace cars. Here was
the whole bunch of them in seven "specials"
rolling right by his front door. He cursed
them again and prayed that the train might
be wrecked and that every one of the blinkety
blinkety scoundrels might be killed. If all
these idle plutocrats could be destroyed in a
heap they would be lifted from the backs of
the masses, and the masses would not have to
work any more.

Bannerman was a fool, and I could even
then see just what made him foolish. He was
full of the brimstone of envy. The sight of
those well-dressed travelers eating in the din-
ing cars drove him wild. He wanted to be in
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